FORTY     THOUSAND     AGAINST     THE     ARCTIC
cooked with special generosity in my honour: Bouillon of
beef with noodles, meat with rice and potatoes, tea and jam,
which Nurik ate from a little plate, whereas Tassya put
several spoonfuls into her cup. Cake and cream finished
our fare.
I asked Nurik where he had learned his languages.
'Oh, I was a wealthy man before the revolution. Do not
judge me by my clothes. I come from Odessa, 1 was
manager of a great firm of grain shippers. I have travelled
abroad, have been to Paris and London several times before
the War. But, by the way, do not misunderstand those
references to the past. I am not grumbling at my present
fate. I am still working. It would not do to live on my
children's earnings although they could and would willingly
keep me. It would not suit my sense of independence;
I am not broken by the turn of history. You must not think
that. ... I am very happy. My children have all done
well. . . . My eldest son is in Vladivostok. He is a member
of the Party, and occupies a position of responsibility. . . .
Have some more of this jam. It's really good. There was
not any three years ago. . . . You must excuse me but
my memory fails me sometimes, or if I get confused. After
all I have had a very moved life. . . . Oh, yes, now I
know. I was talking of my children, of course. . . . Well,
my eldest son has made a very nice career. He Is a Com-
munist. I was always keen on giving my children a good
education. That is worth more than leaving them a
fortune, my wife used to say, And developments proved
her right. Knowledge was worth more than money when the
revolution came. You cannot confiscate a brain, can you?'
He leaned towards me and added in a low voice: 'It
is queer. All my children are married to Russians. I am not
a Russian. I am a Jew. So is my wife. But our children,
like all the young people nowadays, do not think anything
about getting married between the different nationalities.
Oh, inter-marrying is the word; I am sorry. My daughter's
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